THE BREAKING POINT

had made me what I was. For awhile the figure of
Margaret, remote, wounded, shamed, dominated my
mind, and the thought of my immense ingratitude.
Damn them! they'd take it out of her too. I had a
feeling that I wanted to go straight back and grip
some one by the throat, some one talking ill of Mar-
garet. They'd blame her for not keeping mes, for let-
ting things go so far. ... I wanted the wtjble world
to know how fine she was. I saw in imagination the-
busy, excited dinner-tables at work upon us |li, rather
pleasantly excited, brightly indignant, mercitestf.

Well, it's the stuff we are! ...

Then suddenly, stabbing me to the heart, came a
vision of Margaret's tears and the sound of her voice
saying, "Husband mine! Oh! husband mine! To
see you cry!" . . .

I came out of a cloud of thoughts to discover the
narrow compartment with its feeble lamg overhead
and our rugs and hand-baggage swaying oil the racfe
and Isabel, very still in front of me, gripping my wilt-
ing red roses tightly in her bare and ringless hand. ^

For a moment I could not understand her attitude,
and then I perceived she was sitting bent together
with her head averted from the light to hide the tears
that were streaming down her face. She had not
got her handkerchief out for fear that- I should see
this, but I saw her tears, dark drops of tears, upon her
sleeve. . . .

I suppose she had been watching my expression,
divining my thoughts.

For a time I stared at her and was motionless, in
a sort of still and weary amazement. Why had we

563